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SCENE
Night boat to Cuba
Adversity has a way of bringing out
unsuspected abilities and strengths in
people. Henry Salas, senior accountant
at H&S Miami, is a case in point. He
managed to leave his native Cuba in
1961, two years after Fidel Castro
came to power, but his mother remained there. Several years later when
the chance arose for Henry to bring his
mother to the United States, the only
way was by private boat.
Although he had 110 seafaring experience before, Henry and four friends
bought an old shrimp boat, sailed it to
Cuba, and brought out 30 relatives and
friends. The expedition began like a
romantic adventure, then nearly foundered from 10 days of demoralizing discomfort ashore and 25 hours of being
lost in the open sea. But it ended safely.
What launched the trip was Premier
Castro's announcement that the shores
of Cuba were open and anyone was
free to go there to pick up his family.
Immediately, hundreds of Cubans in
Miami and elsewhere in the United
States rushed to Key West with their
life's savings to buy boats. Henry and
his friends bought a 15-year-old shrimp
boat for $3000. It was an open-deck
30-footer without radio, lights, life preservers, shelter or adequate compass.
But its engine worked and it stayed
afloat, unlike many others bought at
the time. Henry had the dubious honor
of being elected captain mainly, he
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said, "because I owned the Dramamine
pills. I was no seaman."
Although the U. S. government at
the time officially opposed such trips,
the Key West Naval Station men looked
the other way as Henry and his crew
stowed water and food, and took on
gasoline. At 10 o'clock on an October,
night, the five men shoved off on their
ten-hour voyage across the Straits of
Florida to Cuba, about go miles away.
Twelve days would pass before they
would step ashore in Key West again.
The trip to Cuba, Henry recalled,
was easy, because Florida points in almost perpendicular fashion to a horizontal Cuba, like a finger pointing at a
table. No matter how much you deviate
from your course, Henry said, chances
are you will hit some part of the long
Cuban coast. But on the return trip
from Cuba to Key West, you must hold
to a direct course to hit the pinpoint of
the Keys. If you stray off course, you
end up in the open Atlantic or the
middle of the Gulf of Mexico, and old
30-foot shrimp boats are not seaworthy
enough for those waters.
Before Henry could meet with his
mother and the other passengers in
Cuba to organize the return trip, he
and his companions were detained for
ten days by Cuban authorities.
"We were treated fairly well," he
said, "but food was very bad." Not
expecting to be delayed, he had 110

change of clothes with him. "In other
words," he said, "twelve days with the
same shirt and pants."
When they were allowed to leave,
Henry took his mother and a maid who
had served the family for 40 years.
Heavily laden with 30 refugees and its
5-man crew, the boat headed for Key
West and immediately ran into rough
weather. Seas were running about eight
feet, visibility was near zero and Henry
discovered that his compass was thrown
out of kilter by the surrounding metal.
For hours on end the voyagers did not
know where they were, or whether they
were heading for a friendly shore or the
open sea. Everyone was seasick.
Finally, in international waters about
20 miles east of Key West and with
scarcely five hours' fuel in the tank,
they rejoiced to see a U. S. Coast Guard
patrol boat approaching. "The Coast
Guard asked us where we were going,"
Henry said, "corrected our course a
little and asked if we needed gasoline,
water, and food." It was a crucial assist,
because the amateur sailors had been
011 a course for Europe.
When Henry and his companions
docked at Key West 25 hours after
leaving Cuba, U. S. officials seized their
boat because government policy had
been violated by the trip.
"A United States Navy officer told us
that we had broken about 30 safety
regulations," Henry added, "in packing
so many passengers per square foot
without life preservers, radio, lights or
things like that. Still, we were received
more or less like heroes."
Shortly after the harrowing trip and
safe arrival, President Johnson replied
to Castro's "open shore" challenge and
said the United States was willing to
start an "air bridge" between Miami
and Cuba. These "freedom flights," as
Henry called them, now arrive daily.
The waiting list for the flights extends through 1978, Henry said. Because his mother died last December,
he feels strongly "that I would never
have seen my mother again," had he
not seized the moment with the boat.

Open season in L. A.
When the first twosome tees off in the
44th annual Los Angeles Open golf
tournament on January 8, 1970, the organizing committee will be, as it were,
on the back nine—crucial ground still to
be covered but a large part of the
course already completed.
Mark J. Walsh, principal at H&S Los
Angeles, has been devoting his extracurricular time all year to serving as
Open Committee chairman of the Los
Angeles Junior Chamber of Commerce,
which sponsors the tournament. As his
term comes down to the four climactic
days of the 72-hole tournament, about
all that Mark and his ten vice chairmen
will still have to do is be sure that they
have about 150 Junior Chamber members to arrange the traffic flow on the
course, sell tickets, operate the scoreboard, man portable television cameras,
handle security, arrange press facilities
and clean up afterward.
Mark has been a vice chairman twice
before, so the complex task of organization and execution does not overwhelm
him. In addition, the L. A. Junior
Chamber has always been the sponsor,
so its members have collected a wealth
of experience for him to draw on.
The $100,000 Open, the first of the
Professional Golfers' Association tournaments of the year and one of the
oldest continuing tournaments on the
tour, attracts the top golfers. The 1969
winner was Charlie Sifford. The pros
will play the 1970 version at Rancho
Park Golf Club, which Mark described
as "in the top 25 per cent in quality
among courses that the pros play."
The par 72 course has the usual ferocious hazards, but the one that lingers
in Mark's mind is the ninth hole, where
Arnold Palmer once took a 12. Playing
in the 1962 L. A. Open, Arnie hit four
fairway woods out of bounds on the
ninth, Mark recalled.
While the pros have been finishing
the 1969 tour and practicing for 1970,
Mark and his associates have been
meeting constantly to coordinate the
many committees that will arrange for
thousands of people to park their cars,
buy tickets, go through the gates and
move around the course without interfering with play. Junior Chamber of
Commerce members also have to prepare the program ahead of time, set up
public address equipment and provide
well-informed commentators to explain
to spectators what is happening on the
course.
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News coverage is so extensive that
several Junior Chamber members work
just on setting up a section of the club-

house for reporters and providing them
with typewriters, phones, food, drink
and other tools of the trade. For golfing VIPs at the scene, a committee furnishes various amenities including a
fleet of electric golf carts for transportation. Other members will operate
closed-circuit television cameras to
show the play at all holes on monitors
in the clubhouse.
The vast outpouring of effort by
Mark and other Junior Chamber members is entirely voluntary. Asked why
young executives from Los Angeles
consent to play errand boy over a fourday weekend as well as give so much
time to advance preparation, Mark explained that it is all work for good
causes. The proceeds from the Open
provide funds for more than 100 community projects that the Junior Chamber sponsors through the year. Besides
that, Mark said, it is fun.
No Open competitor himself, Mark
gets his golfing kicks by playing at the
benign-sounding Friendly Hills Country Club near Whittier, where he has a
10 handicap. When he can manage a
look, he derives the spectator's vicarious pleasure at the Open by watching
the pros, many of whom he knows personally. at their work.

Auditape Orientation
Computer science knows no national
boundaries, but explaining about it can
be delayed at the language barrier, as
Bill Rowe, E O principal and Auditape
specialist, discovered.
Bill was one of four guest lecturers
during a two-day conference in accounting management and data processing for 55 Japanese CPAs, none of
whom understood English. So N e w
York University School of Commerce,
sponsor of the conference, did what
other multinational organizations do:
"They wired us for sound," said Bill,
"microphones, earphones and simultaneous interpreters in an isolation
booth."
Bill spoke into a microphone, which
carried his words to the interpreters.
They rendered what Bill had said into
Japanese and relayed it over their
microphones into the earphones of the
Japanese CPAs. Even though it is called
simultaneous translation, a bit of a
delay occurs, which baffled Bill at first.
"I put some diagrams on a blackboard," he said, "and when I made reference to them and pointed at what I
was talking about, they didn't look at
the board. And while I was thinking,
'Okay, so don't look,' and went on to
the next part, they looked at the board
because they had just got the message.
"At one point I said, 'I am going to
talk about the Auditape system that's
manufactured in the United States.'
Then I spelled Auditape. The inter-

preters had a Japanese word for Auditape, which they used. But then I
could hear them spelling it out, using
the English names of the letters, which
must have puzzled the Japanese."
Apparently not much was lost in
translation, however, because when Bill
showed some slides of the Auditape
system, he told the men in the audience
they could take pictures.
"Being Japanese, every one of them
had two or three cameras and shot pictures constantly," Bill said. "And when
they weren't taking pictures, they
seemed to be writing down everything
I said." Bill concluded:
"They were a wonderful audiencepunctual at the beginning and bowing
in appreciation at the end."

The Collector
SEND $5.00-$500.00 SCOTT'S
up
different; quarter. Receive equal value,
different. Schwartz, 4700 10th Avenue
South, Minneapolis, Minnesota 55407.
This classified advertisement has
been appearing for ten years in Linn's
Weekly Stamp News. If you are "in,"
philatelically speaking, you will be able
to read it. For the uninitiated, it means
that Charles E Schwartz, Minneapolis
acting principal, will trade from $5 to
$500 worth of different stamps for
those of equal value, each worth
or
more based on prices in Scott's Postage
Stamp Catalogue, the stamp collector s
bible. He charges a 25-cent handling
fee, which helps defray his annual $200
advertising bill in various publications.
Stamps are a big hobby for Chuck.
When he was eight or nine, a schoolteaching aunt gave him a beginner's
album. Now 30, he has acquired 80,000
stamps "as of the moment." The collection fills 150 binders, which are threering notebooks with slotted pages to
hold stamps. The hobby occupies an
entire room of his house.
It also occupies about an hour of his
time most evenings because he carries
on an extensive correspondence, which
has averaged 25 letters a week. His
wife, between caring for their threeyear-old son and one-year-old daughter,
acts as corresponding secretary. Did
she know she was marrying a stamp
collection?
"Oh, yes," Chuck said laughing, and
added that he'd probably worked more
on the collection since being married
because he was home more.
Having a wife's assistance doubtless
helps, but then Chuck apparently
needs some help because the weekly
letter average has gone up. In a recent
four-day period, he received 38 letters,
of which he said about 25 were about
exchanges resulting from the ad. A halfdozen or so asked if specific stamps
were available—ones described in the
language of Scott's like "India number
182 used." Another half-dozen letters
contained money to buy specific stamps

which Chuck had announced as for sale.
Occasionally he does sell some to
pay for others. His hobby "pays for
itself," Chuck said. "It doesn't take anything out of my pocket."
This is a significant assertion in view
of his having spent, by his own estimate, $6,000 over the years. Sales have
always turned a profit, though, because
the value of stamps goes up, "maybe
10 per cent a year," he said.
The economics of stamps appear odd
to outsiders. Chuck's collection has a
catalogue value on an item-by-item
basis of about $50,000, but an actual
retail value of only half to two-thirds
of that. As with most goods, stamps
sold individually cost more per unit
than stamps sold in bulk.
"I would get only $10,000 for it if
I were forced to make a sacrifice sale,"
Chuck said. That last possibility doesn't
appear imminent. He considered and
rejected an offer to buy another entire
collection of 100,000 stamps for $8,750.
"It was a lot of money; and the collection didn't measure up to what it
was supposed to be. I probably already
own 70,000 of the 100,000 anyway.
So I just go on trading and selling,
"One can go overboard on hobbies,"
Chuck said. Did he think he'd gone
overboard? "Maybe," he answered, but
his easy manner showed he wasn't worried that he had. Would he encourage
his children to become collectors? "I
haven't even thought about it. Now
they just try to eat the stamps."
He paused, then added, "Stamp collecting is an enjoyable hobby, especially if you're lazy. You don't have to
get up and run around."

One-trip suit
"The whole world waited while they
dressed," the Associated Press reporter
wrote about Neil Armstrong's and Buzz
Aldrin's prolonged and suspenseful
moon-walk preparations.
What they dressed in were space
suits; and thermal-micro meteoroid suits,
which sustained the astronauts' lives in
the hostile environment of space. The
suits were built to order in a series of
precision-engineered steps by I L C
Industries, Inc., H&S client in Dover,
Delaware. ILCI, a descendant of International Latex Corp., is now a publicly
held company in the Glen Alden family.
ILCI built space suits for the entire
Apollo project, which featured Frank
Borman as commander of the Christmas journey around the moon in Apollo
8 and then culminated in the frabjous
night in July when Armstrong took his
first gingerly step onto the moon itself.
When two Philadelphia Office staff
men, Joseph J. Lucas and David W.
Barson, were observing ILCI's inventories earlier this year, they came upon
Colonel Borman's back-up space suit
on a hanger in the center of the sewing
room. I L C I was keeping the white
space suit in plastic awaiting Borman's
possible request for delivery.
Lucas and Barson also saw thermalmicro meteoroid suits, which Armstrong and Aldrin wore as outer garments to protect their life-sustaining
space suits against rupture from minute
cosmic particles.
Working with newly developed
Fiberglas Beta yarn, which won't burn,
ILCI has made three space suits for
each Apollo astronaut—one for training,
one for the actual flight and one for
reserve. Although the individual astronaut's suits are painstakingly measured
to fit perfectly, they appear to the
casual eye to differ only in the name
tag on the chest. Otherwise, they have
the identical umbilical-like hose connections, a plethora of pockets and
myriad other details and decorations
including the NASA emblem, U. S. flag
and the name of the flight team.

To build an Apollo space suit costs
upwards of $100,000. Yet a suit goes up
only once. It can subsequently be used
in training, however.
The bubble-like space helmets were
also observable in the inventory because ILCI assembles the helmets,
though it does not actually manufacture them.
With know-how gained in handling
the exotic Apollo assignment ILCI has
been able to produce protective helmets for jet pilots, policemen and
motorcyclists. From space suits will
evolve protective clothing for industry,
firefighters and racing car drivers.
But for the Apollo project ILCI was
going beyond just making protective
clothing. It was more nearly engineering an environment for astronauts, who
have traveled faster and soared higher
than any other animal, yet who, in
ironic contrast, must have temporary
dwellings wrapped around them like
those universal symbols of earthbound
slowness—the turtle and the snail.
•

